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To His GRACE the 
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DUKE of DORSET 


_- 


Y Verſe is Satire; Dok s er, lend your ear, 


And Patronize a Muſe: You cannot Fear. 


To Poets ſacred is a DoORSET 's name, 
Their wonted Paſſport thro the Gates of 

: : Fame; 
It Bribes the partial Reader into Praiſe, [ F 


And throws a Glory round the ſhelter'd lays; 
The dazzled Judgment fewer Faults can ſee, 


And gives applauſe to B----e, or to Me. 
8 B 


21 
But You decline the Miſtreſs we purſue ; 
Others arc fond of Fame, but Fame of You. 


INsSTRUCTI1VE Satire, true to Virtue's cauſe ! 
Thou ſhining Supplement of publick Laws! 
When Flatter d Crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our Silence, and demand our Rage; 
When Purchas'd Follies from each diſtant land, 
Like Arts, Improve in Britain's skilful hand; 

W hen the Law ſhews her teeth, but dares not Bite, 
And South-Sea Treaſures are not brought to light ; 
W hen Churchmen Scripture for the Claſſic ics quit, 
Polite Apoſtates from God's Grace to Wit; 

W hen men grow Great from their Revenue ſpent, 
And fly from Bayliffs into Parliament; 

When dying Sinners, to blot out their Score, 
Bequeath the Church the Leavings of a Whore 
To chafe our Spleen when Themes like theſe increaſe, 
Shall Panegyrick reign, and Cenſure ceaſe? 

Shall Poeſy, like Law, turn wrong to right, 
And Dedications waſh an Æthiop white, 


[3] 

Set up each ſenſeleſs wretch for Nature's boaſt, 1 
On whom Praiſe ſhines as Trophies on a Poſt? 1.4 
Shall Funeral Eloquence her Colouts ſpread, 2 
And ſcatter Roſes on the Wealthy Dead! | 
Shall Authors ſmile on theſe Illuſtrious days, 
And Satytize with nothing but their Praiſe ? 
Why flumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful Train, 
Nor heats that Virtue, which He loves, complain? 
Donne, Dorſet, Dryden, Rocheſter are dead, 
And Guilt's chief Foe in Addiſon is fled; 
Congreve, who crown'd with Lawrels fairly won, 
Sits ſmiling at the Goal while Others run, 
He will not Write; and (more provoking, ſtill!) 
Ye Gods! He will not write, and Mevius will. . 

Doubly diſtreſt, what Author ſhall we find 
Diſcreetly Daring, and Severely Kind, 
The Courtly * Roman's ſhining path to tread, 
And ſharply Smile prevailing Folly dead 
Will no ſuperior Genius ſnatch the quill, 
And ſave me, on the Brink, from Writing III! 
Tho' vain the Strife, III ſtrive my voice to raiſe; 
What will not men attempt for ſacred Praiſe ? 
6; The 


* Horace. 
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The Love of Praiſe, howeer conceal'd by art, 
Reigns more, or leſs, and glows in every heart: 
The Proud to gain it toils on toils endure, 

The Modeſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure. 
Oer Globes, and Scepters, now, on Thrones it ſwells, 
Now, trims the midnight Lamp in College-cells. 
'Tis Tory, Whig it Plots, Prays, Preaches, Pleads, 
Harangues in Senates, Squeaks in Maſquerades. 
Here, to -es Humour makes a bold pretence, | 
There, bolder aims at P-—y's Eloquence. e 
It aids the Dancer's heel, the Writers head, 

And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 
Nor ends with Life; but nods in ſable Plumes, 
Adorns our Herſe, and Flatters on our Tombs. 


W hat is not Proud? The Pimp is Proud to ſee 
So many like himſelf in high degree: 
The Whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of peeviſh Virtue, and the Marriage bed; 
And the brib d Cuckold, like crown'd Victims born 
To ſlaughter, glories in his Gilded Horn. 


Some 


L :] 


Some go to Church, Proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went: 
One way they Look, another way they Steer, 
Pray to the Gods; but would have Mortals hear; 
And when their Sins they ſet ſincerely down, 
Theyll find that their Religion has been One. 

Others with wiſhful eyes on Glory look, 
When they have got their Picture tow'rds a book, * 
Or pompous Title, like a gawdy Sign | HE 
Meant to betray dull Sots to wretched Wine. 4 
If at his Title 7-—- had dropt his quill, 

7-— might have paſt for a great Genius till; 
But 7— alas! (excuſe him, if you can) 


Is now a Scribbler, who was once a Man. 

Imperious Some a Claſſic Fame demand, 

For heaping up with a; laborious hand 

A Waggon-load of meanings for One word, 
While 4's Depos'd, and B with pomp Reftord. 

Some for Renown on ſcraps of Learning doat, 

And think they grow Immortal as they Quote. 
To Patch-work learn'd Quotations are ally'd, 


Both ſtrive to make our Poverty our Pride. 
| CG On 
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On Glaſs how witty is a noble Peer? 
Did ever Diamond coſt a man ſo Dear? 
Polite Diſeaſes make ſome Ideots vain, 
Which, if unfortunately well, they Feign. 
On Death. beds ſome in conſcious Glory lye, 
Since of the Doctor in the mode they die; 
Whoſe wond'rous skill is, Headsman-like, to know 
For better Pay to give a ſurer Blow. 
Of Folly, Vice, Diſeaſe, men proud we ſee; 
And (ſtranger ſtill!) of Blockhead's Flattery, 
W hoſe Praiſe Defames; as if a Fool ſhoud mean V7 
By ſpitting on your face to make it Clean. | 


Nor is't a m—_ are + with Pride; -. :- 
Her Power is mighty, as her Realm is wide. 
What can ſhe not perform? The Love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonſus his Creator blame, 
Empedocles hurl'd down the burning Steep, 
And (ſtronger till!) made Alexander weep. 
Nay, it holds Delia from a ſecond Bed, 
Tho' her lov'd Lord has four half months been dead. 


This 


1 
This Paſſion with a Pimple have I ſeen 
Retard a Cauſe, and give a Judge the ſpleen. 
By this inſpird (O! ne er to be forgot) 


Some Lords have learnt to Spell, and ſome to Knot. 


It makes Globoſe a Speaker in the Houſe ; 

He Hems, and is Deliverd of his Mouſe; _ 
It makes Dear Self on well-bred tongues prevail, 
And / the Little Hero of each Tale. 


Sick with the Love of Fame what throngs pour in, 
Unpeople Court, and leave the Senate thin? 
My growing Subject ſeems but juſt — 
And, Chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 

Aid me, great Homer! with thy Epic rules 
To take a Catalogue of Britiſh Fools. 
Satire, had I thy Dorſet's force divine, 

A Knave, or Fool ſhou'd periſh in each line; 
Tho for the Firſt all Weſtminſter ſhould plead, 
And for the Laſt all Greſham intercede. 


Begin. Who firſt the Catalogue ſhall grace? 
To Quality belongs the higheſt place. 


[8] 


My Lord comes forward forward let him come! 


Ye Vulgar! at your peril give him room: 

He ſtands for Fame on his Forefathers feet, 

By Heraldry prov'd Valiant, or Diſcreet. 

With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 

Above the man by Three Deſcents leſs Wiſe? 

If Virtues at his noble hands you crave, 

You bid him raiſe his Fathers from the grave. 

Men ſhould preſs forward in Fame's glorious chace, 

Nobles look backward, and ſo loſe the Race. 
Let high Birth triumph! What can be more great? 

Nothing but Merit in a low eſtate. | 

To Virtue's humbleſt Son let none prefer 

Vice, tho deſcended from the Conqueror. 

Shall Men, like Figures, paſs for high, or baſe, 

Slight, or important, only by their Place? 

Titles are marks of Honeſt men, and Wile; 

The Fool, or K nave that wears a Title, Lies. 
They that on glorious Anceſtors inlarge, 

Produce their Debt inſtead of their Diſcharge. 

Dorſet, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their Line, 

Like Thee, in worth Hereditary ſhine. 


4 Vain 


[ 9] 


Vain as falſe Greatneſs is, the Muſe muſt own 
We want not fools to buy that Briſtol Stone. 
Mean Sons of Eatth, who on a South-ſea tyde 
Of full ſucceſs ſwam into Wealth, and Pride, 
Knock with a purſe of Gold at Anſtisr gate, 
And beg to be Deſcended from the Great: 

When Men of Infamy to Grandeur ſoar, 
They light a Torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 
Thoſe Governments which curb not Evils, cauſe; 
And a rich Knave' a Libel on our Laws. 


_ 


Belus with ſolid Glory will be crown'd ; 
He buys no Phantome, no vain empty ſound, 
But Builds himſelf a name; and to be great, 
Sinks in a Quarry an immenſe eſtate; 
In coſt and grandeur Ch—dos he'll out- do, 
And, B- ton, thy Taſte is not ſo true. 
The Pile is finiſht, every toil is paſt, 
And full Perfection is arriv'd at laſt ; 
When lo! my Lord to ſome ſmall Corner runs, 
And leaves State-rooms to Strangers, and to Duns. 


D The 


[ 10 ] 
The man who Builds, and wants wherewith to Pay, 
Provides a Home from which to tun away. 


In Britain what is many a lordly Seat 
But a Diſcharge in full for an eſtate } 


In ſmaller compaſs lyes Pyemalion's Fame; 

Not Domes, but Antique Statues are his Flame. 
Not Fus ſelf more Parian charms has known; 
Nor is good Pte, more in love with Stone. 
The Bayliffs come (rude men, prophanely bold!) 


And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 

ec No, Sirs, he crys, III ſooner rot in Jayl. 

« Shall Grecian Arts be truckt for Engliſh Bayl? * 
Such Heads might make their very Buſto's laugh. 
His Daughter ſtarves, but“ Cleopatra's ſafe. 
Men overloaded with a large eſtate 


May ſpill their treaſure in a nice Conceit; 
The Rich may be Polite, but Oh! tis ſad 
To ſay you re Curious, when we ſwear you're Mad. 


By your Revenue meaſure your expence, 
And to your Funds and Acres joyn your Senſe : 


A famous Statue, | No 


WY 


No man is bleſt by Accident, or Gueſs, 

True Wiſdom is the price of Happineſs ; 
Yet few without long Diſcipline are ſage, 
And Youth does only lay up ſighs for Age. 


But how, my Muſe, canſt thou reſiſt ſo long 
The bright temptation of the Courtly throng, 
Thy moſt inviting Theme? the Court affords 
Much food for Satire, it abounds in Lords. 
ce What Lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin? * 
One is juſt out, and One as lately in. 
How comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 
« On both their Brows an equal ſhare of Pride? 
Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns thro' all, 
Attends our Glory, nor deſerts our Fall. 

As in its Home, it triumphs in High-place, 

And frowns a haughty Exile in Diſgrace. 

Some Lords it bids admire their Wands ſo white, 
Which bloom, like Aarons, to their raviſht ſight; 


Some Lords it bids Reſign, and turns their Wands, 


Like Moſes, into Serpents in their hands. 


121 


Theſe ſink, as Divers, for Renown; and boaſt 


With pride Inverted of their Honours loſt, 
But againſt Reaſon ſure tis equal ſin 
To boaſt of meerly being out, or in. 


What numbers, Here, thro odd Ainbition ſtrive 
To ſeem the moſt tranſported Things alive? 
As if by Joy Deſert was underſtood, 
And all the fortunate were Wiſe, or Good. 
Hence aching boſoms wear a viſage gay, 855 
And ſtifled Groans frequent the Ball, and Play: 
Compleatly dreſt by * Monteui / and Grimace, 
They take their Birth-day ſuit, and Publick Face; 
Their ſmiles are only part of what they wear, 
Put off at night with Lady B—'s Hair. 
What bodily fatigue is half ſo bad? 
With anxious Care they labour to be Glad. 


W hat numbers, Here, would into Fame advance, 
Conſcious of merit in the Coxcomb's Dance? 


The Tavern! Park! Aſſembly! Mask, and Play! 
Thoſe dear Deſtroyers of the Tedious day! 


That 
* A famous Taylor. | 
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That Wheel of Fops! that Saunter of the Town! 


Call it Diverſion, and the Pill goes; down; 
Fools grin on Fools, and Foic-like, ſupport 
Without one ſigh the Pleaſures of a Court. 
Courts can give nothing to the Wiſe, and Good, 
But ſcorn of Pomp, and love of Solitude... . 
High ſtations Tumult, but not Bliſs create, 
None think the Great unhappy but the Great ; 
Fools gaze, and envy; Envy darts a ſting, 


Ienvy none their Pageantry, and Show, 
I envy none the Gilding of their woe. 
Give me, indulgent Gods! with mind ſerene, 
And guiltleſs heart to range the ſylvan ſcene. , 
No ſplendid Poverty, no ſmiling Care, 
No well-bred Hate, or ſervile Grandeur There; 
There pleaſing Objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt, 
The Senſe is raviſht, and the Soul is bleſt; 
On every Thorn delightful Wiſdom grows, 
In every Nill a ſweet Inſtruction flows: 
But ſome unheedful hear the whiſp'ring Rill, 
In ſpight of ſacred Leiſure Blockheads ſtill; 

E 


Which makes the Swain as wretched as the King. 
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In her one native foil the nnn 


When thy fleek Gelding nimbly leaps the Mound, 
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Nor ſhboetsup Felly to a noblet bloat = 


* 
. 
* b 
- — * 


The Squire: * nue to ſee his Colts ſtrait; 
Or welLbresth d Beagles ſweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hippoltur, (whoſe drink is Ale, 
Whoſe Erudition is a Cbriſtmar tale, — 

W hoſe Miſtreſs is ſaluted with a Smack, 
And Friend receiv'd with Thumps upon the back) 


And Ringwood Opens on the tainted ground, 
Is That 255 Praiſe? Let Ringwood's Fame alone, 
Juſt Ringwood leaves each Animal his own, | 
Nor envies when a Gypſy You Commit, 

And ſhake the clumſy Bench with Country wit; 
When you the dulleſt of dull Things have ſaid, 


And then ask pardon for the Jeſt you made. 


Here breathe, my Maſe! and then thy n renew. 
Ten thouſand Fools unſung are ſtill in view. 
Fewer Lay-atheiſts made by Church · debates 
Fewer Great Beggars fam d for large eſtates; 
1 N | Ladies, 
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Ladies, whoſe Love is conſtant as the Wind; 
Cits, who prefer a Guinea to Mankind ; 
Fewer the Lords to $cr—pe that humbly bend; 
Fewer the Shocks a Stateſman gives his Friend. 


Is there a man of an eternal Vein, 
Who lulls the Town in Winter with his train, 
At Bath in Summer chants the reigning Laſs, 
And ſweetly Whiſtles as the Waters paſs? 
Is there a Tongue, like Deha's oer her cup, 
That runs for ages without Winding up? 
Is there, whom his Tenth Epic mounts to Fame ? 
Such, and ſuch only might exhauſt my Theme; 
Nor would Theſe Heroes of the task be glad; 
For who can Write ſo faſt as men run Mad. 


Fo os 


The Second Satire is now in the Preſs. 
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